nm as I WJ 
1 


7 


# 


nm as I WJ 
1 


7 


# 


yLeAING $ONGSTER; 


1 


OR, 


A live Companion: 


| CONTAINING 


5 
* CHOICE anp | apyROveD coLLECTION * 


8 2 0 N G 8, 


That are now held inESTEEM; | 


The Whole calculated for the Entertainment of 
I the eee indy = 


Containi 8 che News? and moſt Here cle, 
eyer 80 ta the Public. | 5 


; 
* 2 88 8 


| With hi Book and a 8 olaf, 85 | 
de marry Moments ewe will paſs. FF 
755 10 * 5 
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Prined for W. LANE, deine, 


M vecrxxxyn. 
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THE 


PLEASING SONGSTER; 


OR, 


Feſtive Companion. 


0 NR 


FOR AN AMAZON; 


Shiver at the morning air; 
Rough and hardy, bold and free, 
Be the man that's made for me, 


Slaves to faſhion, flaves 40 dreſs, 
Fops themſelves alone careſs ; 
Let them without rival be, 
They are not the men for me. 


He whoſe nervous arm can dart, 
The javelin to the tyger's heart; 
From all ſenſe of danger free, 

He's the man that's made for me, 


B 2 
* 3 Pp | 


WAINS I ſcorn, who, nice and fair - 


hag ala R N 
While his ſpeed outſtrips the wind, \ 
Lovely waves his locks behind; F 


From fantaſtic foppery free, 
He's the man that's made'for me. 


Nor ſimpering ſmile, nor dimple ſleek 
Spoil his manly ſun-burnt cheek; 
By weather let him painted be; 
| He's the man that's made for me. 


If falſe he prove, my javelin can 
Revenge the perjury of man; 
And ſoon another brave as he, 
Shall be found the man for me. 
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| TIE THE INCONSTANT, 
| W / IE 


| O fix her—"twere-a taſk as vain 
n Jo count the April drops of rain; 
To ſow in Afric's barren ſoil, 

| Or tempeſts hold within a tile. 

: 


T'know it, friend, ſhe's light as air, 
| Falſe as the fowler's artful ſnare; 
{ Inconſtant as the paſſing wind, 
| As winter's dreary froſt unkind. 


She's ſuch a miſer too in love, 

Its joys ſhe'll neither ſhare nor prove, 

Though hundreds of gallants await, 

From her victorious eyes their fate. x 
LEY E Bluſhing 
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Bluſming at ſuch inglorious reign, 

I ſometimes ſtrive ta break her charn ; 
My reaſon ſummon to my aid, 
Reſolv'd no more to be betray'd. 


Ah! friend, tis but a ſhort liv'd trance, 


| Diſpell'd by one enchanting glance; 


She need but look and I confeſs, 
Thoſe looks completely curſe or bleſs, 


So ſoft, ſo elegant, ſo fair, | 

Sure ſomething more than, human's there > 
I muſt ſubmit, for ſtrife is vain, 71 
*T was deſtiny that forg d the chain. 
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311 THE JOCKEY. 


) — 

Y Ipekey is the blitheſt lad 
M That e' er young maid. did woes 
When he appears my heart is glad, 

For he is kind and true: 
He talks of love whene' er we meet, 
His words in rapture floß; 
Then tunes his pipe, and ſings ſo west, 
I have not pow'r to go, of SCE, 


All other laſſes he forſakes, - _ 
And flies to me alone; Se 

At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, . 794 

heard the niaidens moaan: Is 


17 ; f 4.4 * 7 * 


B 3 


5 '1 6 1 
He e eee 
An ribbands for my hair; | 
: What ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or halt fo Kind ghd wy * 


— N ', ” 
, 


|  Wherer l ads fe > 
If. er go, but by; - hang. 
For J alone am all his care, 
Whenever danger's nigh: 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday Ys. 
And. make me bleſt for life,; 
> + ag I refuſe,' ye maidens, oy, 0 


* be young 3 
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ni Jock told his tale of java; 
aptur'd kneeling by me, 
He ſwore os thence he'd ne er remove, 

But grow a ſtatue nigh me: 
In eee lees my fame he kings, .. 

y vows, on his ſalvation, 

MI worth aboon a' earthly things, © 

2 Was 5 by his 1 I NG De SAC: 


FX Ont ho how the lad beguil'd the hours; 


1 While gay in-beauty's bloſſom ; | 
745 His face ſurpaſſing fineſt flowers 
Reelin Reclin'd on denn; r 
* * qe Ns N | Nie 
ff... TEEN „ 75 
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| While thou ghtleſs I, Aevoid of at, 
Believ'd 7 weel had choſen; 
And to the loon inclin'd my r — 
| He left . 1055 2 


| Ok! then the tear 3 my een, 5 
Tumultuous paſſions ſtriving, . 
Within my breaſt o'erſet me clean, 1 
BY My heart with anguiſh rivin g 
1 Till gentler Jamie ſaw me grie ve. 
5 Ere fleeting life was over, 9 e 
Ve, He bad me ſmile, look up, and live, | 
x. To bleſs a kinder loyer. | 


% 


5 * 


While nobleſt worth hog the whole” 4,351 22 
Dieportment o“ bright Jamie, . 
| The coward lurks in Jockey's ſaul, _ 
2 How could he elſe betray me 
© While lofty brags hing on his tongue, = 
 * His honour frail as glaſs is; 
Wha dare with moſt unmanly wrong, 
Ye Miſuſe unthinking laſſes. 


33 n 
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| N But cheer'd by Jamie's * voice, 
* My reins with rapture ſwell-a; 
Let eas and earth, and heav'n rejoicse 
A When Jamie calls on Bella: e 
bs Then think what pleaſure wad it be, 7 
3 | On high to meet my Daddy; erg 7" 
| With equal tranſport, mun I flee © 
158 wal the lively laddie, k „ 
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YL, 8 3. 


Ban in Haro Hime? 5 : 5 ED 


AY As the lacks that's early TERS 
iews from on high the glittering kress, 


And while his oraiſons are Touring, . 8 
8 in Ph@bus' RP _— 29A 


1 "hs at mbtiing l pleaſire * | 
155 never came to ſee me grieve; | | 

Nor did delight, far beyond meaſure, | 
a to greet my wack at eve. 
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. in Bru Heme, 


Wis on. Cle n gaze, 8 


Surveying that exhauſtleſs ſtore ; 8 


Till then unnotic'd charms I praiſe, | 3 
And thoſe till then prais'd I adore ; 5 

And while I look with fond ſurpriſe, 665 

And catch ſoft madneſs from my fair; 

I wiſh for Argus hundred eyes 
"And wiſn to gone ach ever there. 


, & 14 4 | | But 
1 0 N , 


I * F AS 7 #2 this. 
SF 1 ** 
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„„ N 

But when Cleora's voice 1 hear, 5 
And when the ſtrikes the trembling ftrings ; 
1 wiſh each eye was made an ear, 

JI Tolift with angels while ſhe fings! 

Thus, while in 71720871 they rejoice, 
My ſenſes ſtill their empire own ; 

And, Fro her, ſee her, hear her voice, 
All, all confirm. me her's alone. 
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e in aul. 


R ſultry noon- cries—while they ud, 
' Seize on pleaſures, take . 1 
Fortune's fickle, 
And fate's fickle 
FE ſurpriſe us in opr prime! 
; Death's the Harveſ-Home of time. 


Fair ones, bleſs*d with charms and OY 
Reap the profit in your youth: ' 

In that ſeaſon,  - 
Follow reaſon, . 


- And of pleaſure take 
Love's the. Harveſt of the be. 
Young men, who all in woman ind, Fol 
That's good, „ 9 
7 4 Never grieve em, 18 . | p27 4 
| Vex, or leave em, 3 
But treat *em gently, nobly, kind! 
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s 2 Wes 1H, 2 is Harogft-Hone, 
PR r Pr. 
SEN HEN ls ela the devil, tw; 2 
A | In midſt of ſcoldipg, ſtrife, and tears, 
+ Of to the ale-houſe ſtraight I go, 

: 0 drink my pint, an ſavs my ears. 


There; for the tuneful ulghtingale, 


35 Do I exchange the ſcreech-awl's note; 
85 N as I drink the ſparkling ale, 


FRI ug. Jugs jug, _ down 
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1 LIT: s 0 N 6. 
IE. 3 2 5 FRET in, Heme... 
| 45 >: | 
I A * fear, and ghaſlly terror; 


Fly. at a parent's voice, wy 7 
. * every youthful error, 


| 8 Re ata On: 5 
| | Þ 8 5 KY ohl n 
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Oe 8 1 
Perturbꝰ Fax: ten'd, thus . 
. facrifice L make reaſon, rt 


1 es and approve! 


2 F 
3 80 0. 
af . : . 
RY . 
4 * 


ae 
= * 
r * 
. 4 * Oy þ - 
; n * 
_ 
ih * 
"=... 
Why _ % 
* 
A + ? 


ä 
: * 
— — = 
6 
: R . a ; 4 . 1 _ 

1 \ . * Re A Ws. Ws, 
N | * 8 as! e 
Af Ke * . 8 O N G 9 8 8 ht 

Mee 5 ” ; g" : : * _ K , * 

of * a 1 - a : 
WY R 0 ; | 
K 1 N 8 — 
SCHOOL or .LOVEs „ 
+ . . * * ö pt 

* - 

# % 

. * aue. 


- 


"HE rl word L lifp'd, Im told, was here, 3 
Hey down, derry derry, N 
wy” Ho down, derry derry, 
Let's be merry, 
In the hawthorn grove; Wig 
For there, in the bullion: Ly 
The blaekbirds and thruſhes, Ws, 
Teach you, if you're not a fol, Ws 3 
To 5 e 12855 rn hc. Mun 


80 » a 
* 4 $ RI ING * is. 4 4 - 2-40 


- 
* 


At five years I went in 1 to play, „ 
High down, derry der,, 0 

Ho down, derry derry, ff Ks I 

Let's be merry Is 05 0 
Aan 8 a 
For there Ralph and bey, . 
Bumpkin and Molly, | EE _—_ 
- Taught me, or I'd been a foel, + BETA be 
; To kh in Love's charming ſchool | 8 


" 
_— Is 
# " 


5 1 5 12 11 
8 „ ber Mw 3 N 
* 12 A 8 Dermot toil'd one U day, : 
=; Young Shelah,/as ſhe fat beſide him, 
7 airly ſtole his pipe away, 
. . On, . ee ſhe'd deride him ! 
| Where, 8 18 it gone, ED FIN : 7. 


Vour lily lily loodle? | ee, bh : 
They ve left you nothing but the drone, | 
| And r e neg repaid 8 % | 


r loodle, SONS, . 
- Beam bum boodle, loodle loo; | 
| Poor Dermot's pipe is loſt and gone, 


A 


72 And ec will the _ Devil Ig : 
bil 5 by 5 beit now St e 3 mots,” wy 
_— Cry'd Dermo Ahl will you be eaſy ? 


Did not you ſteal my heart before - g 

5 2 . you'd have a man run craay. . 

1 = I've nothing leſt me now io mean, „ 

My lily dy . 
ee to dere. a „ 
Ab, Dermot, thou' rt a noodle ! | 

1 AY Beam bum boodle, loodle, loodle,. 

Beam bum boodle, loodle 100 . "of 


RY heart and pipe, and peace are don e, | 
© aig will cruel Shelah do? ; 


1 13 1. 


| Then Shelah, bearing pehnnde vex'd, 


Cry'd—Pait *twas little Cupid ed me, 


1 You fool, to. ſteal it, out of tricks, | 
1 Oly to lee how much you loy'd mel 


** 
* 


Come, . 255 9 never moan, 
But take your lily loodle; 


And, for the heart of you that s gone, 


You ſhall wo. mine, _ noodle ! 


- 


Beam bum boodle; loodle, loodle; 
Beam bum boodle, loodle, los; + 
Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 
And, for de reft, what's dat to bu? 
«\ , 1 —* 7 
———————̃ 
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: NARCISSA, | 
Sung in hl and Tee. 


A stil v now the diess is flowing IM 
As yon ſhip at 2 rides, | 2 


Duoften waves inc 


Rudely daſh inf the tides: 3 


So my heart its courſe impeded, 2 RES 


Beats in my perturbed breaſt ; 


- Doubts like dy — 


ee FP Oe OG 75 2 
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. Sung i in Inble and Ya rice. | 


| "HEN the chace of the 4571 is done; 
1713 And the ſhaggy Lion's kin, ts 
Wich for us our warriors win : 
Decks our cell at ſet of ſun: © 43 
| "Worn with toil, with ſleep oppreſt, 
I preſs my ny bed and ſink to reſt. 


Thence once more and ſee our train, 
Wich all our chace renew'd again; 
Once more tis day, _ 
Once more our prey, we 
Gnaſbes with angry teeth and foams i in vain; 
Again in ſullen haſte he flies, 4 


4 
- 


Hs 


Ta'en in the toil, again he lies, PT 
8 » roars ag in Wy Gamers dies, ba: 
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7  JEMMY. unten. 
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a by Uh Edwin, in Ill ad Tic. 
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14 


CLERK . * | . "s 
Jemmy linkum feedle; n 
in gon in Voots to 2 925 4 


Pe 4: 15 3 

1 W 0 che lobby, twirl'd my Ack, 
Diddle daddle deedle ; | -. 4 

The girl's all cried, He's quite the kick, ts, 
Oh Jemmy linkum 8 | | 


* 


Hoy, for . ſail, | 
Yankee doodle deedle ; ; | 
The failor-boys cry'd ſmoak his tail, 3 or LIE 

Jemmy linkum feedle: | ms 
On Engliſh Belle's I'turn'd my back, 
Diddle daddle deedle; 3 
And got a foreign fair, quite black, 
On twiddle twaddle tweedle, 


' Your 1 . 3 FIT trip, 
Wheedle, wheedle, weedle ; r | 


Boaſt their pouting under li 25 
Fiddle faddle feedle; „ 


My wows would beat a hundred ſuch, $a ft EI 

Diddle daddle deedle; 3 | 

Whoſe upper lip pouts twice as. mack: | 4 
Oh, pretty double wheedle. 


Rings Ill buy to deck her a ve 


| Jemmy linkum feedle ; „ 
A feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, „ 
N Waving ſidle ſeedle: | 5 -- 
Wich jealouſy I ne'er ſhall burſt, t. 
| Who'd ſteal my bone of bone-a ? 3 2 
A white Othello I can truſt, x © 
A fingy Deſdemona, 


1 "vs 46) I: 


3 Ht N' s. 
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Jors or A 9 C12 ᷑ 8. 
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br in Heruft-Hone,” 5 


Wy 


your; to bleſs the men ; defigwa, 

Are always prudent, good, and kind ; 
Always fair, and always 7 | 
Tis true—2 woman has 4 to 
But then the il to counterpoi * 
It never makes the ſmalleſt nts. 
885 roars, or any ſcandal tells; 

Or, with abuſe, at random runs, 7 

Or wrangling, - 3 n 


w 1 


The ear ſtuns, 


Ringing a ped like N ben. 


1 


5 Nor envy 5 the marriage . * 
I wives; ftill faithful to his bed, 
© They never with the 'huſhand' dend: 
If widows, they ſhed tears like rain, 
T5 And ne er were known to wed again; 
IHE For, firs, in this, and all things elſe, _ 
Charming woman's Never Wan. 
D Nor wiangling,, _ 

| Jangling, © 
4 her E rap 
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'PABASURES OF GENBROSIDTs. 


Sung i in Harvefi-Hone. 


HOUGH I am humble, mean; and poor, 0 
Yet, faith, I am deſarning z - Ne 
\nd one may ſee the ſun-ſhine; ſure, iK 


wy little maxim, for 
I pray you, be believing ;— 


N = 

— 

— . — 
, 9 


Without the help of , UM : 5 
my fake, — Ro 


8 


R * 


The trueſt pleaſures that we take, 82 on MN 
5 Are thoſe that we are giving: 

Ts thers a wretch, with.all-kjs pelf, . e, 
So poor as a rich miſer? 1 


0 ure not he defraud himſelf? | ee 
8 No maxim can be wiſel!l! 175 
N e who is bleſt for his own ſake,, | „ 
Faith, is himſelf deceiving - i 
e trueſt pleaſures that we age. 
Are thoſe that we are giving. | pe © 
— — — 55 WEAR 
ds. 4 | ; F * IG : es 
EEE IR. 
. 6 a 1 e wx "* 1 
1 is Haruf-Hone. | 35 


With joyous heart, and mind at eaſe, 
ime was, when, with a thouſand 'tharms, ©. 
Bacchus knew the way to Py E 


REE wh ink aud love 8 a 2 5 CY 


* 


| When, while the merry * went round; 
Gaily I ſaw each moment paſs; | 
Nor ever had I heard-a found, 

Tae the ſweet PIP of the wr 


The flaſk now 1 — 124 eile the wine, 
For Cupid, Bacchus? joys [ quit; 

The myrtle kills the blighted vine, 

| And love, turn '> _ cries ou-—Sabmie 


* * : , 
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1 GONE hes | 
TY Billy is the fwecteſt lad, 1 55 5 
That ever plow'd the wat 1 main; ; 
But oh, my heart is now quite ſad, 
| A he ow n nel er return on ag 


. 


1 heart will TY ſo oft I 

For my dear Bill I do adore; . 

Fear he'll be buried in the deep, 
And 1 . ſee. his face no more: - 


, . 
fan 8 
1 


Abt FRY thou windsor 8 e. 
| Nor ſtorms diſturb the wat'ry main 
But to my arms the youth beſtow, 
os And ps an end t to all my pains. 
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„„ 
when Billy does return again, 
Then he ſhall never leave me more; 


U truſt no more the treach*rous main, 
Wich my dear Billy L adare, 
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zk VOYAGE. 


28 bang in Inkle and Turico. 5 $9: 


A VOYAGE wer the ſcas had ne'er enter'd my 
head, N - 1 4 þ | 
Had I known but on which fide to butter my bread, 


Heigho, ſure I for hunger muſt die: 
[ve fail'd like a booby; come here in a ſquall, | 
re, alas there's no bread to be butter'd at all: 


Oh what a ſad booby am 1. 


In London whad gay Chop-houſe figns in the ſireet, 


But the only ſign here is of nothing to eat? 
Heigho that I for hunger ſhould die: 

My mutton's all loſt, I'm a poor ftarving elf, 
And for all che world like à Ioſt mutton myſelf; 
O bo, I ſhall die, a loſt mutton, A 
Oh what a loſt mutton am J. 


EB 
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TO TOY 


O ho, I'm a terrible boob y, TE 


232 a 
4 
= 
1 
* 
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Lo, OF Each lad with Ris lad, 


— wth - 


ie I can't ſave my bacon not 1: 


0 1 20 i" | 
Fors neatflice of barg f could roar like a bull, An. 


And my ſtomach's ſo empty, my heart is quite full, An 


Heigho that I for hunger ſhould die: 
But grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 
For my bacon I fancy I never ſhall ſave! 

O ho, I ſhall ne'er ſave my bacon, 
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17 e OF A bob hs LIFE 


| Sung i in Beil. and Den. 


- \ 1 9 1 


How FRI: is a « country lie, 


Days cheerfully paſs, * 
Nor know what ang anger or fvife 
Nor knows. ke. * | 


4 . | 
. 1 


n e eee 
WMe ev'ry joy ſhare, : 

And laugh at Old- Care 
— atone. - 


4 


We ſcorn to betray, or 1 

For conſtant we prove, 7 
To the maid that we loves, - 
And thay laſting * R 


The 


8 rt: * 


6k. a 

| - The ſweet birds they cherup around'; #5, 
When from labour free, | 

They join in our glee, . 

And thus conſtant pleaſures abound. 

oy And this conſtant pleaſures abound, 
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77 OI0R A HUNTING SONG. 
F 5 


H E N the 8 invites, bv” all n 0 is 


And Phobus 1 illumines the morn ; "4, 

he ſportſmen are ready, and cry, hark away,” | 
As cheerfully ſounds the blithe horn: — 
p the hill or the layn ſee they bruſh it along, STE ab 

| While ruddy 2 faces they ow! 7 5 
Pweet echo, in chorus, repeat the glad ſong, 

With hark * e Tally-ho. | 


: 
. * = — * 
— oats Ce 


10 40 ſcented hounds: Wess Reynard's benen. 7 
Who nimbly flies over the plain; WIE 
ho* with, cunning above other brutes he's endy'd, = 
Vet his cunning, alas! is in van: 8 
he ſtaunch pack ſurround him, his courage 18 pa | 
Too weak to contend. with the foe ; 5 

He faulters, he trembles, and yields up at laſt, faq 
. 2 


| | | 
v . 1 a = = > „ 
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21 | 
| Mankind are all huntſmen, the great and he far 
Tho' different the game they ve in vie,; 


27 And ſome leaping high often meet with a. ys | 


As eagerly ftill they purſue : 


| "But we the true ſportimen, all danger defy, 


[- 


No ſorrow or troubles we know; 


5 ; For at night o'er the bowl we freſh raptures "Py 


With — ag and 1 og 
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THE NIGHTINGALS., {4 


| Sung b Mrs. Boni. , at 2 


HEN the Sun with feeble light, ; hs 
Seems to fink beneath the wow 3 FS» 
Then how,charming *tis to hear, FO 


The warbling midnight nightingale. | - 


or upon the verdant lawn; | 


Hear the early ſongſters ing, . 


. Carol fvect at op'ning dawn 675 4 


Soft warbling notes to hail the Spring-. 


"Sweet i is the fragrant blooming roſe, 
| And ſweet the lily of the vale; 
* ſweet to hear When evenings cloſe, 

N weblin * * Vt 
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1 As. thro? the green edge for his lambkin TREE 


. - And Phillis, herfelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
: A young 1 it ſeems, had been ſtole from its | 


That C 


| | Ceate, cat pretty birds, what a chirping N : 
Don't you ſee, fooliſh Hark, that the charmer's aſleep? / | 


N 7 put him to death if I were not afraid, | 


ws o Ss 
S O N G. 


cone pο AND in 2 
f 1 | 
FER ſheep had i in cluſters FR cloſe to a ove 
To hide from the heat of the day; ag ; 


Among the ſweet violets lay: 


5 (*T'wj © Cupid and Hymen-a . 
don might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb," 


the critical Ins: | 


Arrive 


He ſaw the fair lag with ſurpriſe ; 
Ve gods, if fo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe fleeps, 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes: 
To tarry-miich longer would hazard my 
I'll homeward my lambkin to trace; 
But in vain honeſt Corrydon ſtrove to * | 
For love held him A to the place. 


Vou ſing too loud on the ſpray; 


You'll wake her as ſure as tis day: 


How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid, : 
. Her cheeks he miſtakes for the roſe ; 


mY boldneſs would break her repoſe. 
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Then Phillis look'd up with a languilhiog nile, 
_ Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake; 

I laid myſelf down for to reſt me a while, 

But, truſt me, I was not aſleep: 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
le p ac'd himſelf down by her ſide; {4 

And manag' d the matter, I cannot tell how, 
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vo, tel Ainivta; gentle ſwain, 

25 I would not die, nor dare complain; 
Aby taneful voice with numbers join, 
| Thy words will more Wits than mi ind; 


To ſouls, oppreſt and b with es Ya STO 

The Gods ordain'd this kind relief, | WY 
That muſic ſhould, in ſounds, convey 5 | | 
What dying lovers dare not ſay. . 


A figh.or tear perhaps fle . 
5 love on pity cannot live; 
th ell her, that hearts for hearts were made, 

1 n And love with love is only n we 5 


1 „Tell her, my pains ſo faſt. increaſe, LIST Hs. & 
F/ "That ſoon they will be paſt. redreſs; Gy _ 
Bat, ab! the wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, WES 
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Still the girl that's made for me. 


- Let her not boaſt like man, to dere, 


Say let her be, but never rude; 


| Looſe ow her kicks; whos conftraitit, 


ra cpr. 


Who aſſume a manly air, 


The dangers of the fi you war ; 
With — e delighted'bs, 
The gi that ordains for me. 


No OR coqust, nor formal KP 855 
From arts, from flights, from vapours be. ; | of 
Bhs þ hu gi chav made fr mi 4 


Her well choſe dreſs in ev ry paths - | 

Be artful without ſhewing art; 1 
From alf fantaftick faſhions fre, * 

She nen, made for me. 1 


Her healthy cheeks let nature paint; 
Io all a goddeſs ſeem to be, 


Aud prove a woman {ill to me. 
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THE JOYS. or A BOWL: — » 
ö ; | 


is the mirror that ſhews us manking,' 
Pride, envy, and malice, admit its controul, 
| Aud leave undisfigur'd the wind. 3 
N 8 
3 n ſage, who of old wiſh'd a window were: bed 4 
| _ _ "To diſcover the haunts of the foul; - Mi 
Would have done full as well had he ply'd ev'ry 


yt E BY ſons of Bacchus repleniſh the bowl, 


| gueſt, ; 
| 9 75 he myſtic contents of the bowl. | By 
4 * 2 f 

= Round the hs that is 1 to kak it ſupplies | 
"= +» To cure ev'ry ſorrow that baſks; Ar 
Zut to knaves and to ſlaves all its pleafire denies, Te 
F | Ir 

*% | Pr ur 

* Then let dean and milk og our vera diſ- 
1 claim, | W1 
Its virtues they never can know: © 11g 
= "While we ply the bowl, 'tis an ocean of fame, IM). 
A I a . of . [7 
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1 1 ſaw a nymph - _— 
I ran to greet the Cyprian queen, 
But found it was my Philtis, 


To hail the morn exulting ſprings, 
I riſe and tune the trembling ſtrings, | 


4 £6 a 
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, *  PHILLIS, | 


IT AT beauties does my n phdifcloet  . 
Les Fir the filver ll) Plate "th 


Sach bluſhes glow not on the "roſe, 


As on the cheeks of Phillis: - © 
The other day upon the ger, | 
wy 


mien; 


[ 


By moſſy grot wich ivy bound, - 

Where fragrant woodbines curl d around, 

And daiſies dapple o'er the ground, | 
IT fit and murmur, Phillis : 

And when the lark with dewy wing, 


To praiſe my deareſt Phillis. 


— 


| 


When firſt I faw the lovely maid, 
I gaz'd enraptur'd and diſmay'd ; 
y fault*ring tongue was quite afraid 
To tell my pangs to Phillis: 
Then Cupid aim'd his ſharpeſt dart, 
At once I felt the pleaſing ſmart; _ 
That very hour I loſt my heart.. 
And now it —_ with Phillis,  _ 
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* By "Sang in Robin Hood. 
HE 55 through the foreſt, when ak * 


Lore i fights p high. bounding, flies wretched for- 8 
orn, 
| Quick panting, heart · burſting, the kounds now in b, 
view, | 
: Speed doubles! we. doubles! they * purſe, - i - 


But deaf ing the bentere; [gals 9 groves ic 
F orgeting pak evils, with freedom he roves ; | 


Not ſo in his foul who from tyrant-love flies, A 
'The ſhaft overtakes him, ene he dies, | 
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3 LOW, ye bleak winds, around my "hand, 
11 And ſoothe my heart-corroding care, 
Flow round my wy ye lightnings ret. 
ol 55 And blaſts els planted theres - 
But may the md ul whe'er ſhe be, . 
LIE: my nn me. 
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May all the traces of our love, 
Be ever blotted from her mind ; 
May from her breaſt my vows remove, 
And no remembrance leave behind“ 
But may the maid where'er ſhe be, 


; Think ut of n M. 58 


Ohl may I ne'er behold her more, ; 

* For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of reſt; of 
.- 8 Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is too poor, ** 

in To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt: 

I But may the maid where'er ſhe be, 

Think not e 2 


Come, death! O come, thou Friendly feaps. 
And with my ſorrows lay. ko 7 OR 
And ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 


Nor ſharp, nor laſti Fußes her woe: i Be 1 
But may ſhe think, where er ſhe be, 9 
No more of my diſtreſs nor me. : | 1 

, | , | « | 
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THE ABSENCE or MAY, 4 
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Hz N in the nei abourin % jo 
1 For ſhelter cry all gi = 2p 


Their hats in the branches above, . 
| — cover'd no longer by May. 3 N 
| 3 „ 


ad 


X: WF 
The birds that ſo chearfully ſung, 
Are filent, or plaintive each tone: 
And as they chirp low to their young, 
e ee eee e ee Ye 2915 


{ ene daſies, on carpets of green, 5 
O' er nature's cold bebe are 
; or a ſweet-brier ſprig ean be rea 
To furniſh freſh wreaths for my head, - 


Dos flow'rs indeed may be found, 
But theſe neither blooming nor pe 24, 
The faireſt ill leep in the ground 

And watt for the coming of May. | 


Peceniber perhaps has 5 

x Her rich, tho' fantaſtical 5 

With envy the months may ea How's, 
And joſtled her out of the year. 


Some nnn ine; 65 
1 ds reve ma Fox won ; 

Bat I, while my Ni 

. —A Hrmigs Lana 
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; * who thine theo Britain's ite, 
2 a. Au triumph o'er the heart; | 
Be once attentive for a white, 


e 
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Would you obtain the youth you love 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as cate hed 3 


The bloom of A EIS years, . 


And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears: 
The youthful blood begins to flow, 
_. She hopes for man, an longs to know, 
Ik̃) be ſureſt way to keep him. 27 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
8 Within the lover's breaſt; 
And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt: 
Be not too proud, nor yet too coy, © 
With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keephim. 


At court, at ball, at park, at play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; | 

In fewer words confide ; | 
The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find, too late, 

I bat's not the way to keep him, 


In drefling ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; ; 
Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 
_ Your'innocence-perplex: | 


C4 
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And, left your tongue your mind betray, | 
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By virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
roar. abs Ro WY" | 


e 1 
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| But wher the nuptial knot f is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 

Of jealouſy beware: - os, 

/ His love with kind compliance meet, 1 

Let conſtancy the work complete.. 
And you'll be fure to keep him. 
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"OVE's A gentle, aſfion, - 
RR Source of all {i Tons e delt ght; . 
© When with mutual inclination, e 
x EE : 1 fond hearts in one unite. 
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8 8 What nes pomp, oy riches, 
batt > If compar'd with true content? 


3 x Es Tagge joy that now bewitches, 
— Ns EX ; - When obtain'd we may repent. 


5 8 Janlef paſſions wining; yexation, ä 
Bet a chaſte and conſtant love 
* a plorions emulation LEND: 


pa che bliſsful at above, 3 


No paſtime in life greater ha ineſs yields, : 


Fer ſuch ate my friend, on eee, 
ten 

No pleaſure Like hunting i is fondly” 

For when it is o'er, then, as briſk a 1 


| Jn en we yu * th f 


8 O N 6. 
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Stag by Mes, Mabon . 


' 


0 m, hear brother bende. e 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? 


For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and e're it is * 


With me e *. 


A 


* 


N 
— 


Thro' the od and the valley, che trier we rally, 


Nor quit him till he lies; 
While hounds in full cry by, the hedges: ſhall fly, | 
And —_ the ſwift hare till 15 dies. 
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Then faddle your ſteed, to che * mala 
Both willing and joyous repair; 2 
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21 V E 1 ed «= Aten, laben, 
' While echo'd by the ſprightly horn; FREE 
The toils and pleaſures we recount. 1 


eee 1 280 1 


2 3 
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was glorious ſport, none e Te: aig lag, 

. rp v. "7 wif amiſs, nor made a ſtand, | . 
"Bi t all as firmly kept their pace 3 
HE As had Acteon been the wg | 
And we had hunted by command 

Ho” ; Ws eee of. the Thace, Ns 


be 3 were out and ſnuffod the air, 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed Pot, 
When pleas'd they heard —a layer, a layer, 
IF And e drew on the ſlot. + 
E: * WAs Hu ſport, Se, 


OD W 
AY 0 


; 5 o'er yonder laid be fleets, | 
. e deep-month'd hounds begin to bawl * : 
| And echo nqte for note repeats, © | 

PETR. Ae desen horns reſound the call. 
07. Bot nr | "Wwe glorious Aire, ad 
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And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while war-haunch the huntſman cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 


He pants, he ruggles, and he dies. 4 

© "Twas ae; ws a | 
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rut FRIEND AND rirentx. 2 2 
THE wealthy fool, with gold in tore, 
Will $111 defire to grow richer; 
Give me but theſe, I'aſk no more, | 
My charming girl, my friend, and picks. 


My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo thts. „ 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer? ' ü 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, : 
With my ſweet girl, my Trend. an pinches: 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve,. ; 
I To tall a hedger, or a ditcher; 
If that when I come home at eve, 
1 might enjoy my friend and pitcher, 


Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my Jools | 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; 
With all my heart can I be poor, 
Wich my ſweet girl, my friend, 6 pitcher, 


Go My friend ſorare, my girl fo fair, i + Y 5 . 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer ; a 
. Give me but theſe, a fig for care * 


With my ſweet girl, my * and . 
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Sung @ at Fauxball. ” 


HALL J, wading i in tele. 
Die becauſe a woman's fair? 


Be the faiter than the day, 


Or the flowry meads in May; 


Yet if the think not well of e, 


. 


Shall a who's; move, 
Me to periſh for her love? 
© Or, her worthy merits known, 


Make me quite forget my own? 


Be ſhe with much goodneſs Fs 


As may merit name the beſt ; ; 
Yet if the be not ſuch to me, 
n 4 ITE: f 


\ Bethe good kind, o fir, 
I will never more def; 

If ſhe love me, this eve, 
'"Ewill die ere the ſhall grieve : 
I ſhe ſcorn me when | woo, | 
* Loiltſeven, ant Jorkier go; 
80 if mne be not fit for me, 
. 


Shall my cheeks lock pale with er = | 


*Cauſe another's rofy are ? 
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N a plain n cotiage. conveniently neat, _ - 
With a mill and ſome meadows, a freehold 

eſtate; 1 

A well-meaning miller by labour ſupplies, 

Thoſe bleffings, which g randeur, to great ones de- 


' mies ; 


©". No paſſions to plague him, nor cares to torment, - 


His con ſtant companions are health and content; 
Their lordſhi to in lace may take note if they will, 
igri a nnn will. 


A d 


= When the lark's carols ſalute the new-day, 


rings _ his cottage as jocund as FRA 
e c ; Wh 0 whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 2 
me ſings the laſt ballad-he bought at the fair : 
While courtiers are toil d in the cobwebs of ſtate, | 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great; 
No fraud nor ambition his boſom does fill 


| Content he works f there's grl in mill 


On Sunday bedeck'd i in his had array, 
At church he” s the loudeſt to chaunt and to pray 
Then fits to a dinner of plain Engliſh food, 
Tho' ſimple his neg, his appetite's good: 
of night when the prieſt and exciſe-men are ne, 
e quaffs at the ale-houſejwith- Roger and John, 
Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
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4 vu rox CHASE. | 
Sung by Mr. Tncleden. 


N Ar thi Wund of the heed 
X We riſe in the morn 
And waken the woods as we thunder CF 
Poi, you, tally-o, | 15 
After Reynard we go; 3 
While echo on echo we double the ang: 7 


Noot the ſtuds of the ſun, 8 15 f 
os 4 Our brave courſers outran, | 
_ O'er the mound horſe and hounds. ſee us bound 1 
full er ;; 
. Like Phœbus we riſe, _ 
14, To the height of the ſkies,, 
And careleſs * danger five bars we defy. 
We waken * ua Ge. 
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At eve, Sir, we ruſh, | e 
And are cloſe to his "IE | 
Already he dies, ſee him panting for breath x 
5 Each feat and defeat, 
| Me renew and re 


peat, 
Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the deaths | 
With ble al night,” | RET” 


We prolong the For 
Meh wimbulh ws praiſe, and the.deods that w 
„ | 


And yoi, tally-o, 
The next morning we go, 


1 e 


1. 
Co 


+ Bat let me not -think on her charms, 
Death has ſnatch'd her away from my abs ; 


Lead me on to the regions of bliſs : Ne 
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PASTORAL BALLAD» 


| ” 


E ſwains who inhabit the greens, 


Von have heard that my Phillida” 424 
In your looks the fad ridings are ſeen, 


And her worth 3 in your grief may be read. 
Ohl was me nos » lovely «yd fair, 

Has ſhe ſcarce left ſuch beauty behind > 
And yet what was, that to compare 

With-the nt that dwelt in her mind? 


: 


How 1 lov'd her my verſe cannot tell ! 3 


With angels alone muſt ſhe dwell. 


In vain do I attcir my 1 | 7 7 
Her loſs the whole world can't a: 1 | 
Death only will give me relief, 
Fee *. then with — I fly. 


Oh! hw ho he BE to my Sr 


And, ſure as my love was ſincere, 


Tn praie thee, great viQor, for this. 
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1 HUNTING 50NG, 
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„ His 150 his worſhip, his 3 his grace, 
5 A hunting continually go; 
All ranks and degrees are enga 41 in the chace, 
Hark e pn, tally-h 


el 


The "REN will riſe 20 the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

// The huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 

N And rides to the Commons full ſpeed: | 

The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game; 

hc poet, too, often lays low, | ; 

| Who, mounted on Peguſus, flies aſter fame, 
With hack forward, Ns — | 


. fearleſs o'er hills, and o'er woodlands we 
ſweep, | 
* Tho! prudes on our paſtime may frown z_ © 
How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue Fe Nee H | 
Thus, public, or private, for penſion or place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſnew, 
All ranks; and degrees, are engag d in the chace, 
With _ NC, huzza, * FH 
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FAIR KEBR— 
V. Shenftome, Eli. 


y forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 


And 1 e it might not be ſo— 


She was to ſee me depart: 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing vie, - 
'My path I could ſcarcely diſcern z © 

And fo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me returu. 


_ " Methinks ſhe mi bt like to retire ' 


\ 


To the grove I had laboured to rear; 
For whatever I heard her admire,, _ 


Ils haſted and planted it there: 


Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her accents adore, © 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, - - 


I'm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, e're I haſte to the plain, 


Come, ſhepherds, and tell of her ways; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
Who could ſing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While he ſings may the maids of the town | 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
- Tho? I cannot allow her to fmile, 
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what rn . grow, 


e ſee way charmer goes 
Some hermit peeps out dt Sen; ; 
How he thinks of his, youth, with a figh ! 
How fondly he withes der well! 
On him ſhe may {mile if ſhe phone, | 
It will warm the cool boſom of a 


Vet ceaſe; gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
. Such loftneſs will Jin the > 
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To deck the dear charms I . ; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
Sa ſweet, ſo delightful as love! 


I fing in a ruſtica way, 


A ſhepherd, and one of the 8 


vet Hebe approves of my lay, 
o, ny and wy my ſong. 
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now OR vv · 5 ? 
WO at Vauxhall.” 
pos O . the moſt of . time, 


Should be our great endeavour; 


For love we both are in our prime, 
The time is now or never. 


* cad A nd you play, 
No girl-more bright and clever; 

Then let us both agree to-day, : 
- To-morrow will be never. | 
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| 8 e EE 
27 I ne'er ſhall be a better mas; | 
Il burn with love's high fever; 
my now be kind; I know you can, 
You muſt not anſwer never. | 


Whilſt you, DPM clue, turn \ abide, ; 
" You fruſtrate my endeavour ; 
at face will fade, come down that pride, 
our time 4s now or never, : 
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 ROSLIN CASTLE. 

r in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and fweet appean 

That Colin with the morning ray, 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay: e 
Of Nanny's e the ſhepherd ſung, 275 
The hills and dales with Nanny rang; _ ©} 
While Roſtin Caſtle heard the ſwain, © 
And echo'd dock the cheerful ſtrain. 


2 fect Mae, the breathing fring,.” 
With rapture warms, awake and fing; 
Awake, and join the vocal throng, 

And hail the morning with a ſong: 

To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, _ 

O bid her haſte and come away.; er 
| In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 1 
And add new graces to the morn. 
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O bark, my love! on ev'ry ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
Tie beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raviſh'd notes ariſe, . 

- Far beauty darts from Nancy's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul with ſweet alarms, 
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O come, my love! my Colin's lay, | 

With rapture calls, O come away! „ 
Come, while the Muſe this wreath ſhall twine 3 
Around that modeſt brow of thine: © . 

O ither haſte, and with thee bring 

That beauty blooming like the ſpring, 
| Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, | 
And charm this raviſh'd \ earn of mine. : , 
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THE ANSWER TO ROSLIN- CASTLE; | 


Pon Rodin Caftle's echoing walls 
Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls; 
My Colin bids me come away, | 
And love demands I ſhould obey : 
His melting ſtrain and tuneful ay, 
. © So'much the charms of love diſplay, 
T yield—no longer can refrain 
To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 
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No longer can thy heart cpriceal 
The painful, pleaſing fame, I feel; 
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My ſoul retorts the am'rous ſtrai A my 8. 


And echoes back in love again: 

Where lurks my ſongſter? in what grove. 
Does Colin pour his notes of love ? 8 
O bring me to the happy bow'r, h 

, Where mutual love * bliſs ſecure. 


Ye vocal hills that catch the ſong, 


Repeatirig, as it flies along; 12 $5 4 a 


To Colin's ear my ſtrain convey, 
And ſay I haſte to come away : 
Ye Zephyrs ſoft, that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale ; . 
In whiſpers all my foul expreſs, 

= 4 to bleſs. 
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E fylvan Pow'rs chat rule the hg: 


Where ſweetly winding F glider | 


Conduct me to thoſe banks again, 
Since there my charming Molly bides: 
The banks that breathe their yernal ſweets, 
Where ey'ry ſmiling beauty meet 
| Where Molly's charms adorn the plain, 
2 chez ehe heart * ev'ry ſwain, 


OT 
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When D Eos Fo 
On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, * 
g And Molly's charms were all my ſong 
ji While ſhe was preſent all was gay,  _- 

No forrow did our mirth allay; ' 
i We ſung of pleaſure, ſung of love, 
N And muſic breath'd in eV ry groe: ſ 


O then was I the happieſt ſwain, _ | 

No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy; 

| The ſhepherds ſighud for her in van, 

iF On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy: . 12 

Oier Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray d, 8 ©: 

4 I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd, 
And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin'd, 
Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find 855 
The charming Molly lull'd aſleep: 
My heart then leap'd with inward bli : 
I foftly ftoop'd, and ſtole a kiſs ; | | 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and faintly blam'd, 
Why, Damon, are you not aſham'd ? 
F | | 
"Of in the thick embow'ring groves, © | 
Mere birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, - 
Aud Fortha's fair meanders view d. 
F „ 19 | | $43.1 'The 
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- The meadows wore a general ſmile, 
Love was the banquet all the while; 
The lovely proſpe& charm'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the K 7. 


Ye ſylvan powers! ye rural gods! 
To whom we ſwains our cares impart; 
Reſtore me to thoſe bleſt a abodes, 
And eaſe, oh eaſe! my love-ſick heart : 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, - + 
When Moll and I ſhall part no more; 74 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arm, _ 
And crown. my bliſs with all her charms. 
; " | 8 . 8 
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I CANNOT TELL HOW, 


MET in our village a ſwain t'other day, 
He ſtopt me, and beg'd me a moment to ſtay 
Then bluſh'd, and in language I ne'er heard before, 
He ny ae of love, and ſome pains that he 


But what was his meaning I know not, I vow, 
Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each morning the jeflamine, violet and roſe, 
He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that blows ; 
The ſweeteſt and gayeſt he picks from the reſt, 

And begs me to wear thoſe fine things in my breaſt; 
But what is the meaning, I know not, I vow 


Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
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kot fee the fenrs Rein faſt from his eyes 

And hear him, poor youth, breatha 1 . 

He tells me no ny h in he World is like me,. 
Nor ſhepherd alive unhappy as he; A 
2 his meaning, I not, I vow,  *© 
Vet, alaq! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


| Why ddes che dear ſhepherd to me this complain, 
And. ſay that my eyes wade cauſe of his pain 
Indeed ever fince his fad fate I'deplore, * 
And wiſh I knew how he might fuer no more! 

Pl do all I can to relieve him I vow, | ; 
ii he will beſo kind, as to teach me but how. * 


At has feet the young ſhepherd I ſee, 
3 he never lov'd any but me; 
azes with tranſport and kiſſes me too, 
* fwears that he*ll ever be conſtant and true: 
t what is his meaning, I know not, I voWw )., FF 
7, oma perks" eee . +. 


18 
1 


l 0 N G. 

4 . * HOES an „ * 

Why > "Bp Goncral Bre 1 
Xp IS NCOMPASSPD in an angel's frune, „5 


An angel's virtues lay; - 
"Too ſapn did heav'n aſſert the claim, 
ee. "OS 


. Anna's worth, my Anna's $ charms, bo, 
* ah uſt never more return! 
Wy now ſhall fill 98 i d me? 


Her ELM 1 glow'd, | 
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5 brag by Mr. W Wn. 5 
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\H E lark roclaim'd return of morn,” 
-& - And blithe to view the dewy mead 
I left 7b cs cot at early dawn, 

r the meadows tunꝰd my reed: „ 
een I beheld a maid ſo fair, 8 aha: 
was near a rifing hill; je. 1 


— | With beauteous looks and modeſt air, 


*Twas OY NC * p 5 15 5 


. | While thus I breath'd my am'rous 1 | 


The meadows all their charms beſtow'd, 


And ſportive Zephyrs fann'd the gale; | 


O ſmile my fair, thy heav'nly ſmiles - 


Shall han on the hill,, h 
And fweetly languiſh life away. 
Dear Nanny of the mill. 1 ; ; © #20 


- She ſigh'd, and bluſh'd a fr CE 5 


I thank'd her on my bended knee: 
In Hymen's chains we're now content, 
No pair was e're more bleſt than We: 
*Twas' near yon Hedge-row's, pleaſing ſhade, 
Where beauty crowns the hall; 
I firſt beheld my charming maid, "NA | 
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AAk 8 "TOES Loft the gry of th | 
hounds, of 4 P 
How blithſame o'er hill and thro? dale, By 16166 5 5 
T 
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Sweet echo delighted, the muſic reſoundsz V1 
And wafts it o'er mountain and dale | 
' - Mellow ſounds the blithe horn in the morning * gay, 
And 1321 S criess _ hark away. 


2 


— 
— 


1 "OH haſte away, Ss the enliv'ning view, hollow, 
Six Reynard breaks cover and flies; 

ne hoands, true to ſcent, his track quickly follow, » | 
= . Had loud bas tie s rend the ſkies. 
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"Me llow Jonny: the blithe horn, N. c. | 
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iS: Then leave to aal eare all 9 8 of the days 

Loet them labour and toil while we follow , 
The ſweet ſwelling cry of the muſical hound. 
And the voice of the huntſman's ſweet hollow. 
1 Nee ge the 20s hore, Se. 


Sung iy Mr. Inchaon. 3 


5 
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u ſweet Robinette, all the ſhepherd's de- 

1 hey never yet ſaw ſo enchaating a fair, f 
The ſwains ſo: admire, hex, no mortal as yet, 
Has e'er ſeen a girl ltke-my fweet Robinette. 


Her eyes they would melt you, her chorks they ail 
| „ 5 
The beautiful tint of the pale bluſhing roſe; 


The nymphs; full of envy, do nothing but fret, 
J0o ſee all the ſwains ſigh for ſweet Robinette, © __ 


clare, 
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All nature ſeems pleas'd as ſhe trips it along, 
Her ſmiles make the lark ſwell his rapturous ſongs « 
The ſhepherds, their cares and their labours forget, 

To gaze on the charms of my ſweet Robinette, 


She's the May-day of youth, and the fummer of age: 
I love her, adore her, I'U venture a bet, | 

Lou ne'er ſaw a girl like my ſweet Robinette, 
J B b, » | 
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Sung by Mr. vl. 


H E Summer: Ne fann'd the ſea, 
And wav'd the fragrant bowr; 

When Mary ſigh'd for Jemmy dear, 
Each long and tedious hour: -* 

Oft ober yon fertile hill and grove, |. 
She wepv her ſorrows free; NI Pal 
For Jemmy was her only love, by 
| And he was out at ſea, n 


. 


"The 8 ole zend his face, 
With more than wonted charms ; 

And beauty ſmil'd with -heav*nly grace, 
Such as the foul diſarms : | 

Vet, ahl in vain, her boſom ſtrove -- 

From danger to be fre: 1 0 


For 1 was her 7 love, 


1 


1 1 7 
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Thus tvel ve * BOT had pas any, „ 
When from her cot ſhe ſtray d; 


she met her bonny ſailor 8a N 13 | 


+ 


Returning to his maid : 

The tears of joy and pleaſure now'd, 
Her love once more to ſee ; 

And from that hour young Jemmy N 
He'd ne'er return to ſea, 
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THE TARTAN PLAID DIE. 


2 8 | Sung by Mis ano . 
Y MPT”? on the = | | 
B Where lads and laſſes fra 3 63 N 
ow ſweet the bloſſom' d bean, 2 
How ſweet the new made hay : : 
But not to me ſa ſwee rt, 
The . on the thorn ; „ 
As when my I meet, 
More fret = May-diy morn. 
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| 2e r ; 
Give me the lad ſo blithe and gay, e 
Give me the tartan plaiddie; "EN 


For ſpite of all the wiſe can ſay, . _. | 

I'll wed my highland laddie: | . : | 
My bonny highland laddie,, - "7 
My bonny highlan@laddiez e 


My bonny, bonny, bonny, Ws. 983 | 
| Bonny highland laddie. . p 5 
His ſkin is whit as ſnow, |, | 
His e'en. are bonny blue; 145 <5, 
Like roſe bud ſweet his mow,. . pal 25 
n Wen wet with morning deu: i ID 
8. : LM | 1 7 Young, 8 2 
„ * o 1 5 _ . | 5 
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n 
| Young Will is rich and great, 
And fain wou'd ca“ me his; 
FL, But what is pride or ſtate, 
CER | wann. 


| When 11 he talk'd I 


>}. - His flame I did approve,” 
And cou'd na ſay him nay: 
| Then to the kirk I Il hafte, 
There prove my love and truth; 
Reward a love ſa chaſte, 


R And wed — 
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8 Ms le THE VOICE or LOV Be 


We: 45 Sig by auh mi. 


Sonne Y 7 me minutes eh, 
With tuneful Damon by my fide, 


His ſongs delight the liſt' ning grove, 
For muſic 1 is the voice of love. 


He look'd {a blithe and gay; : 15 


Give me the " 9 55 


WW. 7, 
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ag (35 7 
When moon beams glitter o'er the ſtream, | 
How ſweet his ſong when love's the theme; | 
His plaintive notes the nymphs approve, ” | 
Feier muſics the voice of love. | 
8 OR; / | 0 
If other maids admire his lay ss 
| While ſoft and ſweet he ſings my praiſes  _* 
” ꝗ be tendertale I muſt approve, _ 
/ For muſic is the voice loye, E 


41 © 0 DP 
| | COLI THAT LIVES IN TAI VALEs = 
2 Sung by Miſe Bertltn 
ST 7HERE the jedamin ſwestens the bow'r, ' 
And cowſfips adorn the gay green; 
And the roſes refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, | 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene: 
In a cottage retirement there lives, | 
Young Colin and Phœbe the far; 
I The bleſſings each other receives, 5 
| In mutual enjoyment they. ſhares 
And thelads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, 
| "They're as conſtant as Colin that lives in the vale, 
. . 94 # 
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HR 1 8 1 EOS 
ſweets of contentment ſupply, 
| e ſplendour and grandeur o 
No wants can the ſhepherd 1 
While bleſt with his beautiful bride : 
He wiſhes no greater delight, 
Than to tend on the lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phtebe at might, 
His innocent tgil to repay: a 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to prevail, . 
* as con as . that lives in the vate. 
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The fair one partakes of his, bliſs, 


Ik dejected, the ſooths all his cares, 


And heals ev'ry pain with a kiſs! 
Ye ſwains, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair one betrays : 


Ra From this pair learn the true joys of love, 


And TI dictates with honour obey : - 


Your paſſions, fond ſhepherds, will furely prevail, 


If W as colin that lives 3 in meu vale, 
: £4 * 0 3 | 7 
„ 
n 
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Sung by Miſe Newnan. „ 


* SK rural paſtime chearleſs prove, 
Unleſs my charming Damon's by; 3 

As mourns the abſent mate the dove, 
My Damon's abſence er 4 ligh, . 
When 


— 


1 Who like him could brave 1 field. 


r 
When laſt he woke Amer 55 5 
55 The parent bird ſat mourning b; 1 
3 fler kindred tumults in my breaſt, FAD 
Increaſe the ſad N Ach. e 


Ah, what avails my Damon's art, Fc e 
lis power of conqueſt thus to try ? „ 
To aim the pointed cruel dart, FT 2 
And leave me then whole days to fight 45 


When next hee comes hall I upbraid * 
Ah! no; perhaps his piercing eye, 
Has caught ſome e 98 maid, 
gh 
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CONQUEST OF MARS. 


155 * A*. Banner in Inkle and T arias, 5 


ARS would off his conqueſts over 
To the Cyprian goddeſs * 
Venus gloried in a lover, 


N "Aa aer . 


in dhe ne bene 1 3 
Still the god would ſtrut to prove, 
He who fac'd an adverſe party, FA: 


\ 


2 Fiteſt 9 
OY e "Mars o of, ws 


Gear then, captains, ye who bluſter, 
0 Hear the god ot war declare; 
owards never can paſs muſter, | 
| "eng: only vans the fair. 
ny OO — oft” . 
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| COMPLIANCE; #, 25 
de by Ms. Davies, in Inkle and Trin. 
H Y ſhould I vain fears diſcover, 

= Prove-a dying ſighing ſwain? 
"= Why turn ſtlly ſhally lover, 

| 5 'Only'co prolong my pain? 


When we view the dev Cs 8 
Boldly aſk——and ſhe will grant; 7 
5 How ſhould we obtain a favour, 
5 by telling what we want? | 


Should the nymph be found complying, 
Nearly then _ battles won ; f yi 
3 think tis vain denying, + 


" When hl ur work i fy dane, 
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_ by M/s George, in Inkle and Yarice. W, 
EMEMBER when we walk'd alone, + 


And heard ſo gruff the lion growl'; 5 
And when the moon ſo bright it ſhone, 


* - 


We ſaw the wolf look up and _— : 8 
1 1 led you well, ſafe to our cell, | | 
| ' While tremblingly | 
' You ſaid to me, % 5 
And kiſs'd fo fweet—dear Wouſkie, tell, "a 


How can I live without ye. 


But now you come acroſs the ſea, 
And tell me here no monſters roar ; 
You walk alone and leave poor me, d 
Ion wolves to fright you howl no more - 
But, ahl think well on our old cell, | 
fs Where tremblingly..- 
t You kiſs'd poor me, 
rege ou' Il fay—dear Wouſkie tell, 
N92) can I live without ye. 
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IH \ THINK AND LOVE Si. 


| Sung by Mre. Kemble, in Inkle and Yariee.. : 
2 45 5 to was the ſweeteſt place, 


ae boughs with fragrance vlonings/; 
Wade cock the brook's impetuous rage, 

Which murmur'd to be check'd from . 
Twas there we met and gaz d our fill. 2 


A N 


3 t 0 * 
BF „Tol there my boſom firſt knew fear, 
1 Fear, to an Indian maid a ſtranger; 
| , The war-ſong, arrows, hatchet, ſpear, 
Al warn'd me of my lover 5 0 9 8 
For him by 21 ohh care conceal'd, _ 
Too bring him food I climb'd the mountain, | 
nd when the night no form reveal'd, 
. ee. we fought the bubb'ling fountain : 
. T hen, then would joy my boſom fill, 
| 10) een ans this and love me. fill, - 


[ADVANTAGE or TRUTH. 


| Bong by Mr. Parſons, in Inkl and Ya arice. 


: GIVE me your puis Jealing fellows, 

RE Who never from honeſty ſhrink 3. 

Not thinking on all they ſhould; tell us, 

But telling us all that they think, : 
| 


Truth from man flows like wine from a bottle, 
- | His free ſpoken heart's a full cup; 
But when, truth ſticks halfway in the . 
Man's worſe un a bottle cork'd up. | 
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Compiriſance i is a 1 creature, Ya 
sd for ſhew like a watch by each Wh " EY 
Dot truth is a golden repeater, x 
"pe lets a Pe TG in 8 dak. 
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y HOPE. | 


"A AW. 9 27. „ 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with 13 ." TM 
Whoſe, murmur invites one to ſleep ; 13 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with 225 
5 I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
1 Such health do my fountains beſtow ; - 
; My fountains all border'd with moſs, © 
T Where tho aſe bells and violets . 


| 1 have found out a gift for my fair, 
0 I have found where the 3 bredz 
C4 But let me that plunder forbear, 
1 ſay twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne*er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird my its young; 
I lov'd her the more hen I heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from wa batte. 
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REES where Saw my Phillida 5 e 
FF + _ And where are her grots and her bow rs; 
0 Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 


And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 15 
And the face of the vallies as fine; xt a 


The ſwains may in manners compare, 33 
But 2 love is not equal to mine. | 


N 


oe 


o 
" * 1 , * 2 
4 IE PIs \ "9p * q — by : 2 $ * 
* * 1 - 4 - 1 } : (0 
F * g = 3 N O l 4 „* — 
- . * ; 
= 1 ; * 7 
, 2 ; 
a | . 4 * 
- " 4 7 * 
* \ * I — * = 
1 * 7. o 
7 ; 8 Oo N . y ; 1 
OF. 4, . 
F = 
. 8 \ 
A 4 | 
7 / 5 
1 * 


Tus JOLLY ANGLIRS * © 
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IH jolly angler's life, 
It is the beſt of ay zz: 
ft 1s a fancy void of ſtriſ  _ _ + 
And belov'd by many: 15 
It is no crime, at any time, rey 
Zut a harmleſs pleaſure; . 
At is a bliſs of lawfulneſs, | 5 
- It is a joy, not a toy, 
I.t is a {kill that breeds no ill, 5 
- It is ſweet, and complete; 
Recreation to the mind, 8 
Its witty, pretty, decent. 
Pleaſant paſtime we ſhall ſweetly find., 
bh If the weather proves but kind. 
8 We ll enjoy our leiſure. =; 
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In the morning up we fart, © |, 
3 Juſt as daylight's peeping 5 
Take oy: hy” cheer our heart, 
Leave the ſluggard fleeping- 
Porth we walk and merry talk, 
n pleaſant river; 
Near che Thames“ filver ſtreams, 
Trlhhere we ſtand, rod in hand, 
Al the ties the fiſh allure, bh 
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| "Pobbing, biting, 2285 
2 N at our hooks ſecure, 
With 


ime {weet and pure, | 
We could fiſn for ever. 


e 8 
Where the fragrant air is; 
Wheny the objects to be ſeen, 
O what pleaſure thene. is : 
Birds do ſing, flowers ſpring, 
Full of declamation ; 
* Whiſtling breeze runs thro? the woth, 
There we meet, meadows lweet, 
Flowers find to our mind, 
It is a ſcene of ſweet content, 
From the ſweet refreſhing bowers, 
Liring, giving, eaſing, 
2 vital powers, 
*haled from thoſe herbs ind flowers, 
Kae by the falling * 
For man's recreation. 


"Ange nk th 
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"Theo: * ſhadyforet, ah 
. The ſhrill horn is founding g 
| Hounds and huntſman roving, 
There is ſport abounding : 
A hedious noiſe is all their joys, 
Neot to be admired.; | 
*While we fiſh to gain „ 
Wich our hook in the brock, 3 
Watch our float, N | 
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While they e wand 4 © 
Tantivy, tantivy, tantivy, , { 

| Phe horn does loudly blow, 
Ar mn and huntſmen all a row, | 
* __ — fir ed. * 
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APES geniles in our horns, _. 
We have worms and paſte too; 


Great coats we have to ſtand a ſtorm, 


And baſkets to our waiſts too: 
We have line, choice of wn. 

Fitting for our angle, 8 
If it is fo away we go, „ 

Seeking out carp or * 3 $2 
Eel or elle, or the like 

Dace or bleak what we lack, I 
Barbel, jack or many more, 


Gudgeons, roaches, perches, tenches, 
Here's the jolly angler's ſtore, ,_ 
We have choice of fiſh galore, 

We will have our angling. 


r alin de 
Should our bodies ſwelter ; 


To buſh or hedge we will retreat, 


For a friendly ſhelter: — 15 
If we ſpy a ſhower nigh, | * 
Or the day uncertain, *" — 


* Th. we flee beneath a tre, 


There we eat victuals ſweet, 
Take a coge, ſmoak and foge, 
25 we can no langer ſtay, 
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5 65 1 
We go laughing, joking, 

- Quaffing, ſmoaking, 
So delightful all the way, 


Thus we do conclude the day, 
With 8525 at parting. 


" : 
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S O N G. 
5 5 | THz COMPLAINING SWAIN, 4 | { 


\N pleature s ſmooth wing how old eme ficals 
away, 
Ere love's fatal "i leads the ſhepherd aftray 3, 
My days, © ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of nig 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, 
But health with content all the * was my gueſt.” 


"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, 

With voice, or with feature, with dreſs. or with Air 3 

Sb kindly young Cupid had pointed his dart, 2 
That I gather'd the ſweets without feeling the ſmart; 

I toy d for a while, then I rov'd like a bee, 

Bat till all | "Y was, Tit ever be free. 


Twas then ew iy obje& freſh ———— ul 1010. ] 
If I ftray'd thro” 4 the garden, or travers'd/ the feld, 
A thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay d to my fight, - 
If the nightingale ſung I could liſten all night; 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And awake to new life Bas ſome e areas 


's 
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Bat now, fince hs Hebe in fecret L * 
Alas! what a change, and how wretched am 57 [ 

' Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade, 
Their ſweets now all ficken, their odours all fade: 
No mufic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 

* the brook oꝰer the pas now murmurs in 

\ vain. 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, ue no kindneſs I be, 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns u n me; 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart ; . 
To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 
n wihs nymph, e or give eaſe to the ſain. 


. 


% 
| | (FAIR EUPHELIA. | 


Hh VE, 5 175 . ; x. | 15 
3 HE merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 
1 Converts it in a borrow'd name; 
"Bu helia ſerves to grace my meaſure, 
at Chloe is my real flame. 5 


* ſofteſt verſe, my darling lyre, 
1 on Euphelia's toilet laß; 
When Chlos noted. her defire, 


- * ; 


d Re 
6 


Up 


Adieu each ſoſter care l- Alarm d 


33 T D - 1. . 9 
My bre! 1 tune; * voice 1 raiſe, 7 
But with my numbers mix my fighs; 
- And whilſt I fing Euphelia's praiſe, 
I fix my ſoul on Chloe's eyes. | 


| Fair Chloe bluſh'd, Ruphilia mad, | 2 5 
I ſung and gaz'd, I play'd and trembled ; 
And Venus, to the loves-around, 


Remark*d how ill we all diſſembled, 


4 
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7 5 
i ANNA. 


4 8 


S-erſt to Damon's ſacred ſhade 
Theſe eyes their grateful tribute pald, | 
| Of many a tear yo. nah | . 
Sweet Anna ſaw my tender : 
And in kind pity 4 re Heek. 


She kifs'd me and 1 ſmil'd, 


* 2 


Ambition next my boſom warm'd, - 


The fair enchantreſs came; 0 t- 
One kiſs infus'd a gentle fire, 8 

I felt the noble heat expire, SRD 

= And car'd the phantoes Fame, 9 


Tranafixt by fancy's poiſert'd dart, þ 

When late my inly-wounded heart 5 

Conſum' d in filent rr 

' Like wounded Edward's gen'rous bride, : 

Sweet Anna her balmy lips apply'd, 
And drew on all the bane. 


— 


Strange to what 
Her gentle kiſſes can 


2 


uage, 


And i in ſoft fetters bing: 


Or calm philolophy attain'd, 
n . o'er the mind. 


5 
5 Then to 1 my peace and bliſss 


pref rage, 


Not muſic's pow'rful charms e'er 


1 


Sweet Ann, in one eternal kiſs, 
Breathe in th' all-healing 


'No, ceaſe; thou fatal fond def 
| Ons paſſion's . you calm. 


A 


00 


balm 


ire, 


Pr treach'rous kiſſes, you inſpire 
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H! 7 muſt 4 . my Ga 

Why needs my Damon bid 
What Ul my actions prove? 

A bluſh whene'er I meet his eye, 


. . 


Whene er 1 hear his name, a ash 


. In all thei "TR upon Fe plain, 
MV eyes ſtill fixt on him remain, 
And him alone approve: _ 


n my {ecret . 5 N 


The reſt unheeded dance or play, 
From all he ſteals my praiſe away, 


BS: 
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5 can he doubt my onde 
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„ 
Whene er we meet, my looks confeſs, 
The joys that all my foul poſleſs, 
And ev'ry care remove: 
Still, ſtill, too ſnort appears his ſtay, 
The moments fly too faſt away, 
I Too faſt for my fond love. 
* ö 99 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe ? 
So pleas'd am I with all he ſays, 
\ TI ev'ry word approve: 
But is he blam'd, altho? in jeſt? 
I feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 
Alas! becauſe love, 


Lon Sn - - 


4 1 
2 A | # © 


But, ah! what tortures tear my heart, 


When [ ſuſpect his looks impart- 1 
I The leaſt deſire torove! . - tt; g 
. | I hate the maid that gives me pain, = 1 

Yet him to hate I ſtrive in van, + _ - 

For, ah! that hate is love. | -.. + 


N Then aſk not words, but read mine eyes, 
1 Believe my bluſhes, truſt my fighs, 
0 My paſſion theſe will prove: | 
13 Words oft deceive, and ſpring from art, 
The true expreſſions of my heart 
To Damon, muſt be love. 
5 * 5 2 3 
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TO SYLVIA. 


By David . , 2 
r truth cnn fix he wav 'ring hearts 


Let Damon urge his claim ; ; 
e feels the paſſion, void of art, * 


| The pure, the conſtant flame. 


| Tho- ſighing ſwains their torments en, 


— 
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DA 


LEN 


Their ſenſual love contemn ; ' 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
_ _ the inward gem. 


' Poſleſon cures the kan fe. heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient 
But when the mind receives the dart 

d whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, _ 
Your mind improve with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The rip ning fruit appears. 


May Heav' n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour; 

t Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 

* n 8 
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THE MERCHANTMAN. 4 


* Sung by My. Meadows, in Inkle and Tarice. 


HE Achilles, tho? chriſten'd * tip, 'tis 2 


ſur mis' d , 


From that old man of war, great Achilles, % priz'd, 


1882 he like our veſts Pray, fairly baptiz d. 


} tel el, Se, 


8 on. Hug Achilles—if now they've-an itch, 
Jo ting his, future ages may know which is which, 
1 that one NE? in mou and 82 5 in 


Now your men of wars gain in a lottery lies, 


And how blank they all look when they can't get a : 


25 1ze- 


- 


77 lol lol, &.. 


What are all their ane names, when no rhino's be- : 


hind? 


The intrepid, and lion, look meepit you'll end, 
| _ alas! the poor Kolus can't raiſe the wind. 


T7 bol lol, 6s 
| Then the thunderer's ak. outoftime the Orpheus, 


The Ceres has nothing at all to produce, 
And the eagle, I warrant you looks like a gooſe. 


Ti lol lol, &e, 


| 8 we unchant Audi, tho? the fs we can't maul, 


Nor are paid like fine King's ſhips to fight at a call, 


Why we pay ourſelves well | yridhout wt _ 
* | | 9, Oe. 


iteh. | 
Ti lol to, Sr. 
What, the but a merchant ſhip, ſlate our ſupplies, — 
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(rug GIFT or THE oops. 


H E N 1 was banih'd from Gerots 

li | and trom Rome, 

bi © And wander'd neglected in ſearch of a home, 

| Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe might Rand; 
Turn'd the globe round about to examine each land: 

„ . ith nice circumſpection he view'd the whole ball, 

1 And weigh'd in his balance the merit of all; 

i Then quickly determin'd, that England alone, | # 
Was the ſpot well adapted for Liberty s throne, |, 


| Boy Momus inſiſted, no place was more fit 8 
Than the iſland of Freedom for true attic wit; 
And Venus confeſs'd, if twere pleabing to. Jove, 

She would wiſh to make Eng and the * of” 
„ Loves 2 
1 Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs? s fide, 
And ſwore that the Britons in arms ſhould preſide; . } 
3 While Bacchus declar'd, that each heart n. 
juice 
For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen he would ne. 3 
. To les complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 4 1 | 
And provide that they might to eternity laſt, ' 
= .*Twas refolv'd that a roaſt Oe that inſtant be 
. 1 | givin, 
And drank'in full bumpers beck . heavn: 
The toaſt of the gods was, and mark it, ye free, 3 
1 55 May Britons with Britons for ever agree! 1 
| 4 their enemies then they ſhall er s be ar d, 
: And with wit, wine and women atly cheer'd, 
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JE PENSE 4 vous. 
Sun by Mr. Incledon. 


E Pente & vous, where e're I ha” 
While ſorrow marks my lonely way; 
The ſports of ſpring unmoy'd I view, | 


Alone I gh and of you : 


Ah! why in abſence do I mourn, 
Why vainly wiſh for your return? - 

While tranſient pleaſures you purſue, 7 
Alone I ſigh, and think of you. 


, | 6 , Je Penſe f vous CG 


Come then, to cheer our native plain, $0 box 

Return to bleſs a conſtant ſwain;z 
Wich love reward a love fo true, 
Oh! think of him who thinks of you. 


1010 TO ABELARD. __ 


See Eloiſa rove; 


laintive notes my grief I en. 


1 FP length*ned aiſles where echoes „ 
2. 
LES: F Abelard and love: 
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© Dear Youth, of ev'ry {in bt, 
"Whom I muſt ſeen no more; 

Vet in this viſionary . 
Fhine i _ I * 


| When out Hoſanzs wake the mind, 


To pureſt bliſs above; 


_ My frail ſenſations ſtill I find, 


Are all to you and love: 


15 ' In vain the tapers blaze around, 


And heav'nly jo oy's in view; 


In vain the Organ“ ſolemn ſound, 


My heav'ns alone with T0 


ON 


s Yea, exc fond bete of rapture RFI 


Still riſes in my breaſt; 


8 Ahl joys too exquiſite to laſt, 


Carefling and careſs d: 


To ivy'd walls and ſenſeleſs e 2 


For ever I complain; 


But Eloiſe's fruitleſs moans, 


tin alas! her hora 


0 N o. 


„ 1 | . 
we 
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7 ABBLARD 10 ELOISA. 


N Eloifa, how Hall I. 


T0 animate the verſe: 


_ * * 


My matchieſs woes 3 
iendly muſe will now comply, 


. 1 a= 
| rful love inſpir'd the lay , SY 
5 Wr por d the cha n theme * Gar Be 
But fate has ſnatch'd that bliſs away, 
V's And 2 is but 2 dream. 8 i . 


When melting on 5 So — 
How ſweet the moments flew ! 
With tender ſentiments impreſs d, 
All then was love and you : | 

Then cold Philoſo phy i in vain, 


Its precepts did dilplay-; os CRE _ 
But Gi and his ſmiling train, 8 | 
| * happy ev'sy day... wy Es, 


. n 4 


Chang's wake e ow 
With love's reſiſtleſs fire; | 


; 
[ 
[ 
1 


Cold as the aſhes in the urn, 
And languid each deſire: 
Vet, Eloiſa, think on me, 5 


5 And ev'ry rapture paſt; a 
eee 3 
And will be to the laſt. S 
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The wan, CHASE, Ti 

H. back, how the foreli\teſounds- with he | 
mufical r ton'd horn 3 T 
1 Health 


. N "O85 es 
Health, rol health, blooms afreſh in each face, 
And Auror' bright beams the gay TI 
r: 
What mate abonndinggg. 
| While echo reſounding 
Toataron, Rs tontaron bana. th as horn. 


go 1 


For ages * 1 bas 69 Nice beak "TOP 
BV y the wiſeſt, the nobleſt, the greateſt, rever'd ; 
he And thoſe Who ve in battle with conqueſt been 
bas | crown'd, 

At firſt in the chace have with honour appear'd: 
7 What muſic abounding, . 

While echo reſounding, 

Tontaron, tontaron, the bythe (potion have 
| cheer d. 


By 5 ” 7 4 
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| Then 15 let's . while the ſeaſon tinpiten; 

And bruſh by the dews of the ruddy fac'd morn ; 
To ſhare in theſe noble and healthful Aelights, 
Which the huntſmen with vigor and glory __ = 

1” Sweet muſic abounding, 

1 While echo reſounding, 

Toontaron, tontaron, Joins the  heart-hoering horn. 
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\\TIPPLE AND SMOKE. | 


ITH a pipe of Virginia how happy am \T, 
And good _ to en wy wy and- 
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t 717 
the ſmoke and it 05 round the r 
il a \ Prion I ſeem in a neſt of ** 
Delighting, | | 
Inviting, _ | 5 
Is a pipe, anda friend who is fond of a joke, 


Then happy together we W and moe. 


N 


And ev'ry true ſmoaker will puff up thy fame! 


| Let ev'ry man elſe ſay the ſame if he dare; 


| Our heads are like hills which with clouds Kill a”. 


Then a Rapp ene we tipple and TY 


How pleaſunt it is thus to pul: time away, | 
And between ev'ry whiff.chat the news of the day 
Tobacco, great Raleigh, we owe to thy name, 


- . Delighting, - 

Invitin 3 
Is a pipe, and a Kiend that is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tipple and ſmoke. 


en buls'neſs 1 is over, we puff away care, 


This plant, fo delightful's a foe to the ſpleen, 
As it glows in the pipe it enlivens the ſcene: 
Delighting, 5 mY 75 
| Invitin | f 
Is a pipe, and a Fiend that is fond of a joke, | 
Then happy 1 we tipple and ſmoke. 


4 


While thus in the fumes we're envelop'd Sond 


crown'd; 
Yet ſoon we emerge, and go cheerful away, a 
For a pipe of the beſt makes us bright as the day: | 
Delighting, 
Invitin 4 N 1 
Is a pipe, and a Head who 1s fond of a joke, 
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Wo 
a 4 Sung by Miß Grorge, at Ranelagh. 
nz Sun ſhone pale on mountain 


1 Wak'd by his beams Maria roſe, 


WE To mourn her hapleſs fate: 

An piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 

= Which echo'd through the vale; 

] a BgBioft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

Dr zephyrs fragrant gale. 

| | All nighther ſhroud before her paſt, 

I b weil cry'd, and raven too; 

uu ere Maria breath'd her laſt, 

k EP” And prov'd thoſe omens true: 

Her ſpirit's now in heav'n repos d, 

dg Which her ſad vigils kept; _ | / 

1 : Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 

| 80 Whoſe ſorrows never ſlept. 

pet ere I bid my laſt adieu, 

& >. While in thy clay cold bed; 

\3 Accept the tear of friendſhip true, 

Which o'er thy grave I ſhed: !:! 

While life remains, thy hapleſs love - 

1 7 51 3 roy * 1 

$6 thau in heav'n thoſe bleſſings prove, 
| What earth could never give. 8 


While morn unbar'd her gate: 


7 # . 7s : 2 
Ar Tu TOMB. OF MOULINE'S MARIA, 
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ſnow 5 
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rl NOW DON'T BE A root, 
Sung by Miſe Newman, at Vauxhall, 


OUN G Jockey firſitaught-my gay fancy to 
rove, | 
And * 2 in my teens ſought my heart to 
obt 75 
I would chide him for daring 1 to whiſper his love, 
ü But 52. more I ſaid. nay, the more preſling the 
wain: | 
5 Grown bold e'er he aſk'd me to bleſs him f we — 
Lreply'd like a 85 irl that was juſt co 
For ſo grave and fo old faſhion'd thing is a Hon 
p 0M too young, and ſo n now don't be 3 | 


It was thus all the ſwains I ſent aghing away, . 
Till my grannum (good woman) would Wa. re- 85 
- mark it; ; 
(|) Remember, ſays ſhe, how ſwift time flies away, at 
And how many, like you, are out ſanding. their 
market: 
So the very next day when I met the young ſwain, 
He reprov'd me * being ſo coy and ſo cool, 
And leaving me ſtraight with an air of diſdain, - 
1 hen 1 bluſh and cry'd prithee now don't bea 


ES es _ "The 


* * 
* , 
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The ſhepherd improv'd on the hint I had given, 
Aud flew to the parſon to make me his wife; 
; This world 1 Jenny with you is a heaven, 


I never before was ſo bleſt in my life: | 
Then lafles, when e*re you have lovers in plenty, 
._ - Beſure to remember your grandmother's rult ; 
One firing to your bow is enough, if you're dainty, 
\ _ You'll hve to repent ever playing the fool, 
| ET | "as 
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PN, D. were the ſkies, but darker was their 
0 te, | | } £28 ED 
he direful tale, ah! how ſhall I relate? 
Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe: | 
The tempeſt roars, the ſurging billows ſweep, ; 
Tove, beauty, friendſhip, fortune to the deep: i} 
| Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe, | 
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„ee the pathetic Narrative publiſhed by Lanz, 
Price only 28. With an engrayed Frontiſpiece, de- 
1 Feribing the ſituation of the Ship when the periſhed. 


if 


V. * aſſiſt me in ſong to . | 


1 1 


| Ahl Pierce, what den fill'd thy aching heart, . 


From life, or from thy children dear to part? 
Alas. my heart, a tale of real woe: 
J will not leave them,” the fond parent . 


Then 5 them in his arms and with them 11 


Alas! my heart, a tay of real woe. 


Ahl hapleſs 3 in coral caves. 


You're buried deep beneath the briny waves 
Alas! my heart, a tale of tender woe: | | 


What heart but bleeds? what eyes from tears re- uk 


frain? _ | = 
But who can tell the WP es niather? 8 hey i 
Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe. ö 8 
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"THE MUSICAL CHILD. | 


The praiſes of genius ſublime; 
With happy expreſſion enliven the verſe, | | 
And dictate a ſoft thinking rhime: _ © | 
fing a young wonder of infantile years, 
ſe notes are melodious and wild; - 
He ſweeps o'er the keys and he charms all our ears, 
N * the muſical child, 
E33 he 


t 43 1 


Byn nature infpir'd and untutor'd by art, | 

An infant as yet at the breaſt ; | 

The notes of fond fancy play'd ſweet round his heart, 
His boſom with harmony bleſt: 
Wich tender affection his parents ſurvey d 

* His actions ſo pleaſing and ſmil'd; 

And when his abilities more were diſplay'd, '- 

TY call'd un their 3 — 


"Apt the 05 28 tis rer d. . ji 

From Olympus came down at his birth ; 3 . 
The whole of the heart-cheering ſcience dico. 6 
To make him a wonder on earth: | 
Cecilia beheld from her ftar-circled N 
And on him with rapture ſhe ſmil'd ; 

a joy I adopt him, ſhe yds for my own, 


The wonderful muſical chil "4 | Es 
66... | 
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_ F DIANA AND HEBE. . a | 
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'E moral who'd wiſh to proces long your. 
ves, 


3 1 
ONT d in bed, leave Fs. 25 your 1 7 
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3 the fleet bare: 
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The pleaſures of hunting admit no alloy, 


Fark! the 2 horn, how the ſpirits it cheers 
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Each heart may be ſeen in each face ; 
Then riſe, and Diana ſhall point out the Ways? 
And Hebe ſhall join in the chace, - + © 


In the Arts that delight both the ear and the eres” | 

Our paſtime for ever abounds; 

What painter's fine pencil with nature's can vie, 51 
What harmony equal the hounds ? 2 | 

The ſons of old Galen, with all their wiſe care, 
To hunting muſt likewiſe give place; : 

For hyſic's a ſcience we never can want, 


hile Hebe ſtill joins in the chace. 20 


Then ariſe and to horſe, ſee Aurora appears, 
And Phoebus will ſoon be in ſight ; 155 


Giving taſte of ſucceeding delight: 
Thus your life ſhall paſs on with a . bog decay, | 
Till youth to old age muſt give place; v 
And the darts of pale — Fall ort ev*ry day, 
While Hebe till j Any m the: gg 
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THE HAPPY FELLOW. - 


ITH my jug in one hand nd wy 2 iu 
the other, 

I drink to my neighbour and friend ; © 

My cares in a whiff of tobacco III ſmother, - 
For lite I n, . 


HR of 
While — os x kindly refils my brown j jug, 
With ale I will make myſelf .mellow:; 


In m wicker chair I will ſeat myſelf ſnug, 
| (Like a xe and true W a . 
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n 12 8 my head. with the « cares "of che. 
ö 
Tue enough of my own for to. mind; {1 
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; To death we muſtall-be conſign'd: 
"Then 2 drink and ſmoke, and leave nothing to 


But 2 like a pear 7 hat i is mellow; _ ; 
And when cald in my coffin I'll leave them to *. 
TR . What A Maney Snag fellow. 
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For the cares of this life are but grief and vexation, | 


4 


| L 85 1 
I Cold Death has clos'd thoſe lovely eyes, 
| hh That beam'd- like ſummer's morn; 
My heart with killin uiſh dies, 
Broke, broke, I'm left kk orlorn. IA 
$5.4 With leaves, with mats with half-blown flow! Is, 
Ve red«breaftshide my child;  - | 
Sing thro? all my mournful hours, 


. Ling, ſing, with grief I'm wild. 
P - _ ” * N 1 N f * 
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- Wis THE MERRY DANCE. 
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Sung by Miſs e . 


H E merry dance I dearly 1212 | 

| For then, Collette, thy = 1 ſieze; 
And preſs it too whene're I pleaſe, | 

And none can fee and none reprove:. - + » 

4 Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, © | 

And then we whiſper ſoft and low, | | ET 

Ahl how I grieve, ah! how I grieve, e 

I grieve, you ne'er * charms can kndußp. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one-year more, 1 0 NR 
Yet ſtill we are too young they fay, '' .. 
| But we know better ſure than they; . 
1 _ Youth ſhould not liſten to threeſcore 
And I'm reſolv'd to tell her ſo, | 
When next we, whiſper ſoft and low, ©. © 
Om. how T grieve, oh! how I grieve, - © © 
"1 Wieve,. och ne er her. charms can know. 
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Sung & Me. weed. 


©; 
* a 


— 
— Sw — — 


O baniſh Ute's croubles, the Grecian old : 
Sage, 
Preſt the 4 of the vintage oft into the 1515 
Which made him forget all the care of old age, 
It bloom'din his face and made happy his ſoul: 
While here we are found, 
pPut the bumper around, 
*Tis the liquor of life that each care can controal. 


This eint Philoſopher taught that the fun, 
Was thirſty, and oſten drank deep of the main; 
A That the planets” would tipple away as they run, 
Ihe earth wanted moiſture and 9 the rain: 
While here we are found, 
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1 4 | 8 Put the bamper around, 

Tiis the N of lite, why ſhould we e refrain? 
= #4 * ' 

44 Its virtues are known both ir in war ey in ere. 
Ef The hero and lover alike it makes bold; 


Vexations in life's buſy day twill remove, 

| 5 Delightful alike to the young and the old. 

a While here we are found, 25 Fg 
Put the bumper around, 
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RE CHARMS OF NANNY. 
ae by * Arrow/mith. 


A WAKE, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring, 
jd With rapture warms, awake and ſing ; 
Awake and join the vocal throng, - ' | 
Who hail the morning with a ſong : | 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful la, _ 
Ohl bid her haſte and come away Oh 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, ' NY + 
And add new graces to the morn. | 


Oh, hark! my love, on ev'ry ſpray, 

Each feather'd warbler tunes his layg 

"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, - . 

And love inſpires the melting ſong: _ 

Then let my-raptur'd notes ariſe, _ _ 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes; 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 


And fills my foul with ſweet alarms. e 


%. 


Oh! come my love, thy Colin's lay, 

With rapture calls, oh, come away; 7 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt brow of thine : 

Ohl hither haſte, and with thee bring, 
That beauty blooming like the ſpring; 


| _ _ Thoſe Graces that divinely ſhine,” _ 
a And charm this ravidh'd breaſt of mine. 4 
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"THE FAITHFUL TAR. 


Sung by Mr. ln 


nx ſails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor'd, 
7 Her courſe to ſteer, all hands on board, ; 


Propitious ev'ry gale; 


. * 


But nought her tears avall. 
. 


Oh 0 fate! ye powers above, 
4 of ir 


> Why thus bere im I love, 


Who on the reſtleſs deep, 
The boiſt' rous tide muſt ceaſeleſs brave, 


And 5 a wat' ry grave, 


Whilf J but live 10 weep. 


. 


Twelve months elaps' d when he. return'd, 


Her conſtant heart with rapture'burn'd, 
*T was freed from ev*ry care: 


For Henry's love; his heart, his foul, 


Were true as needle to the pole, 


When abſent from his fair. 


In-wedded bliſs they taſte delight, 


No winds diſturb, nor ſtorms affright, 


The lovely 8 breaſt; 
For now he makes a firm decree, 
No more to truſt the raging ſea, 
Wick her completely bleſt. 
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Fair Betſey on the beach deplores, A 
Her ſailor bound to diſtant ſhores ; 
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GB TRE WEDDING DAY. 


Sung by Miſe Decamp.. N 


E T me entreat, entreat you to comply, 


I'm ſure by your looks you cannot long deny 


Kind Sir, we beg you'll deign to ſtay, 
To hail with glee our wedding-day ; | 
Al on .the green with garlands freſh and fair, 


Ohl what delights, would you our ae are 


With dance and ſong, 
We'll] Jain the throng, 

1 baniſh ev'ry care: £99 e 
For ſuch a theme, 5 2 
Tho' young I ſeem, ' LEES 
Yet ſing I may N t 3 

One tender lay, ah | "4. oe — 6 

Ohl love, oh! gentleſt — 

Smile on the wedding 


Von ſee, dear father, tho? * can pleaſe, 


The pilgrim will ſtay, I have won him with 


es, yes, I am ſure he can't ſay nay, 

We all ſhall keep this holiday: 262 
KW on the reen, your pleaſure to 3 | 
If you'll but think for Julie to Aae 
Altho' not yet, 

So. tall as Laurette, 
.I think you'll own 1 can dances - 
With ſprightly ſtep, 
Pll bound, Pl1 leap, ' 2 
And ſing all day „ 
That happy lay, 8 2 * 
Ohl love, oh! gentleſt po-] ỹn , 
Smile on the wn hour. 
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8 ANACKEOWTIC $0NO. 
\ vu, by mo Tomlin, 375 


0. Anton, in How's, wer bt al 
few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 8 


% 


1 865 inſpirer and patron would be, 7 155 
this anſwer arriv'd from the $f old. 


Grecian— 
Voice, fiddle and fats, . 
No longer be mute, 


vn lend ye my name and inſpire ye to boot; : 


| And beſides, U11 infruR ye, like me, toentwing + 


The myrtle of Venus with — vine. 


* * a 


E 1 8 h yin edle flew, 


When ol4Thander ritter to give himſelf airs, 
'd their ſchemes to . 

deſs will ſtay above airs, 

k! already they cry, | 

1 In 1 of joy, | 

Wy 1 for _— to Rowley _ fly: 

And there, m fellows, 

Bs 1 of enus with * 8 vine. 9 


The devil 3 


we'll learn to entwine 
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5 * 1 cM 
The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fuſty maids, | 
Iuo the hill of al Lud will incontinent flee; | 
Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, ö; 8 
And the biforked hill a mere deſart will be : RD 
; My thunder, no fear ont, — 3 52 
Will ſoon do its errand, | 
And, dam'me ! I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, | 
Warrant; « 
PI! trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine 
The Myrtle of er wich — 5 . | 


N 


Ape no roſe up, nf the ne'er quarrel, 
Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below; 
* our thander 3 is uſeleſs, then ſhewing his laurel, 
Cry'd Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 
Then over each head 
My laurels I'Il ſpread, . X 
80 my hs 8 your crackers no miſchief ſhall 
N re 
While ſug in their dub-room, they jovially wine 
* myrtle of Venus with eee vine. 


i 


Next Momus got up, with his nüble bing 
And {wore with Apollo he'd le phi 


$ l The full tide ot. 0 ſtill ſhall, be ee | 
| But the ſong, and the catch, and the 3 * 
be mine: 
Then, Jove, be not 8 
Of theſe honeſt fellows; ä 
Cry'd Jove, we relent, 1 0 the trath you 1 nom 


tell us, 


And ſwear, by old Styx, that they long ſhall i intwine 0 
* 82055 of Venus with AY s vine. | 
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Ye ſong of Anacreon, then, join hand in hand, 
Preſerve unanimity, friendſhip, and love; 
Tis your's to inpport what's ſo happily plann'd, 
©- ___>You've the ſanction of gods and the fiat of Jove: 
5 While thus we agre·, 5 
Di waſbmay ede, 1 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free 
And long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine, + 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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uE INVITATION. . 
NYOME, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 

O come and bleſs thy native * 

= The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


1 
0 il ” . 


Dome, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, e 
Four ſmiles will make the village gay; 

| "When you return, the vernal breeze i 

wil wake the buds, and fan the trees. 

| Okt come and ſee the violets ſpring, © 

be meadows laugh, the linnets fing; 
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Fe daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud. 


Four eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, '" 3 
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by. WET DOTS. white; by e clack. 


. an let * if can, keep as honeſt a elack. 


3 Doftors and Parſons, all follow my 5 | 
When their clack ſets a going they grind all they , 


: When ite in the Parliament-houſe takes a poſt, BY 


| an ” their fine wits at the thief in the mill; 
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Tur MILLER or OXFORDSHIRE, 
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Sung by Mr. ey Sada Wales 


/ A 


MILLERI al.) ever haart tics and 8 
And as juſt, thank my ſtars, as a Miller 
ſhould be'; 
For while I dip my Giſh into each neighbour's ſack, 
* better bred, nn by TER | 


* 


can; 
But my 1 the > nee" * they grind i in „ 


Ding dong goes his clapper at ſomebody's coſt; 
If he gets into office, the cole he will tack, 779 
Juſt as 1 do my meal, bye the 125 of wy clack. rot 


ay elke of London may ſneer if they will, | 
But I'll do as I ought, if they'll hew me the knack, 
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1 8 Fit ai lanka to kippitels/ ; 
Rr Lay ſome fantaſtic claim 
i" 7 ?Tis ſtrange among a crowd ſo great, 
| l In That ll ſhould miſs their im. 
= 2x 
= - Idee were I bleft (the Peaſane 5 | Bhs 
= Fo _ Korn eres we 09, -wargl By 1 
| urſt be this grandeur (ſays the prince} _ 
The * all my. care! 1 12 
„ 8 when "Os erage eli elif, from far, 
| With pleaſure w 4 


. - : And. ob the diſtant | dect fir'd, 3 
Went” ay thither our * 
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. length, — 
Its tempting glory ceas'd; 6 ” 8) 
I!j deſart barrenneſs convinc'd, = { þ 

Trude diſtance only pleas'd. 


iP Thus our o er heated fancies rove | 

| 70 In all affairs oflifez; 7 _ _ 

Heer, whom a miſtreſs we adore, > $f 
778 2 We nauſeate when a wife. Bo 
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I', to be happy, be content, < 
Nor break with care my ſlee _. M8 

- Blifs, like a ſhadow, run or ſtand, — O_ 
* W diſtance OS. 
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NOON OF GLOOMY NIGHT. 


IS now the noon of gloomy nights 
When awful filence . 


Luna darts her borrow' d li "» 
"Along th' enamel'd * 75 


In N cots, the keep ſwains 
Forget the toils e 2555 
No longer ſport in ruſtic games 

| * lambki hand an; Ply. re” 


But I, P23 a PEN grown "Is 
To comfort and repoſe ; _ 
In vain to Phebe make my moan, 


If 


And tell my heart-felt woes. | Ls; Y 
In that cold tomb my lover lies, 0 
(A youth { good and juſt) W 


Thee, deaf to all e 5 78 1 2 
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N tuneful er Sit let me etell, 


Iz . Er Ie 
Her ms: dür [ef Jer virtue, der 
Fach beauty of the mind; 


e a heart ſo paris Re 


| The droſs of all-mankind; © 
While in her thoughts diſcernment mint WE 
Will never find berkind. 4.7 4 
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= ; Wich her, and ſuch,confign 45 mY 5 ; 
2 o. 2 s pleaſing wings 1 rode, | 
"And found my N kind. | 
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= © Which flow from that delightful ſpring, T4 
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I friendhip's' focial band, TY 3 
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The inward joys I find 2 55 
Now, freed from care, I know full l. FAD 
| My 107d Pradentia' H. 


Aud few among the few I know, e 


| Baſe dsds, $ favning 40. eee 


Thoſe treaſures of the mind, SEES L. 


A fund of joys Lind; 3 
22 5 are ſuch, when plac'd i in view, 2 
To thoſe of nobler land. ' 4 . 
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ones haply, in. a bleſt We, n un 1 
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